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'They've three paths to choose from at the corner of the sheds/
said Mrs. Rylands. 'The main one goes up to the house.'
'So they'll send only a scout or so this way.3
'But this way leads to the frontier.'
Abruptly they were facing the scrutiny of the bright oval eye of
a hand-lamp; its holder a shock-headed blackness. 'Perche questa
battaglia nello mio giardino?' said Mrs. Rylands in her best Italian,
blinking and shrinking.
'Mi scusino, signore/' A boyish not unpleasant voice.
'Pardon me indeed/ came the indignation of Mrs. McManus.
'What are you after in this garden, troubling an invalid lady in
the night and all?5
' Troppo di - what's light? it blinds me/ Mrs. Rylands com-
plained, and the white oval breach of the darkness vanished.
'Che volete?'
The young man said,, something about the flight of a traitor.
'Don't bandy Italian with him/ advised Mrs. McManus.
'You can speak French perhaps; Par late Franchese?* said Mrs.
Rylands and so got the conversation on a linguistic level.
The young man's French was adequate. That traitor to Italy,
Vinciguerra, she learnt, had been trying to escape out of his
native country in order to injure her abroad. He had been
watched and nearly caught in Ventimiglia two days ago, but he
had got away. Now he was making his dash for liberty. He had
fled through this garden. He had run along the Via Aureiia and
come up the steps by the little bridge. The young man was
desolated to invade the lady's garden or cause her any incon-
venience but the fault was with the traitor Vinciguerra. Had she
by any chance seen or heard a man passing through her domain?
Mrs. Rylands found her lying with the utmost conviction. No
one had passed this way. But she had seen someone hurrying up
the central path to the house - perhaps five minutes ago*
'It would be about five minutes ago.'
She had thought it was one of the gardeners, she said. In the
darkness the young man made an almost invisible but evidently
very profound bow. And turned back to his friends. CI must sit
down/ said Mrs. Rylands still in French and taking the arm of
Mrs. McManus, wheeled her round. 'Sit on that seat/ she ex-
plained.
'Sit right on him/ said Mrs. McManus. 'Exactly.3
At the same time the trees about them were suffused by an